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PART ONE

The Doctor's Dirty Desires

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 1

"Shhhh, be quiet.  Don't make a sound."

 

Sarah checked her watch as she opened the door to her darkened office. 5:15.  The meeting had run over as the various department heads argued over the latest budget for the quarter.  

 

There was no way she could beat the afternoon rush hour traffic home now, it would probably be 7:30 by the time she made it back home.  She should call her husband and tell him that he was on dinner duty tonight.

 

Sarah reached into her lab coat pocket for her phone and had just closed the door when a large hand clasped over her mouth and pulled her roughly against the muscular hard body hiding behind the door.  

 

Her phone dropped to the carpeted floor of her office with a thud and her eyes widened as she let out a muffled cry.  Sarah's heart raced in her chest as she tried to gulp in a lungful of air through the intruder's hand.

 

His hot moist breath puffed against her cheek as he whispered in her ear.

 

"Shhhh, be quiet.  Don't make a sound."

 

A ragged breath of relief escaped from between her lips at the familiar sound of his voice.

 

"I'm going to remove my hand now.  Don't turn around."

 

Slowly, he lifted his hand.  Sarah stood stock still as adrenaline flooded her veins.  She trembled in excitement and arousal as she felt his rock hard erection press hotly into her lower back.  

 

He felt as swollen and hard as a baseball bat as he rubbed against her from behind.  How long had he been in here waiting for her?

 

A door down the hall opened and voices deep in conversation drifted into her office from the other side of her door.  The muscular arm banded around her chest tensed and he tightened his grip, a silent warning for her to stay quiet.  In the sliver of light that leaked through the space between her door and the floor, she could see the shadow of her coworkers' feet stop right outside her door.

 

He rubbed his insistent cock against her back again, grinding into her while he panted wetly into her ear. One hand drifted down to cup her mound through her skirt.  The presence of the group just outside her office excited him and he bucked into her, pressing his fingers harshly against her swollen clit, rubbing through her skirt and panties.  She bit back a cry and gnawed at her bottom lip in an effort to stifle her cries of pleasure.

 

Go away!  She thought.  Sarah silently screamed at the group outside to get the fuck away from her office.  What were her coworkers doing?  And since when did the outside of her office become the hot spot for office gossip?

 

Suddenly, he spun her around and claimed her mouth in a hungry kiss, swallowing her whimpers.  With a shove and a step forward, he pushed her backwards to her desk.  Stacks of papers fell to the floor like a waterfall and pens rolled across the desk with a clatter.  

 

He paused, resting his forehead against hers.  Did her coworkers hear the noise over their conversation?  No. The group outside continued their discussion about treatment plans and surgical techniques. 

 

 

Greedy hands resumed their groping and bunched her skirt up her hips.  He nudged the center of her panties aside and ran his fingers front to back through her dripping slit, lubricating his hand with her juices before he circled her swollen clit.  Sarah clawed at his shoulders as his thumb and forefinger teased and caressed her sensitive nub with indirect pressure, rubbing the base and sides but never giving her the full direct pressure she wanted.

 

"Please," she whispered, "no more teasing."  Her whispered words echoed loudly in the room.

 

Stepping in between her legs, he pushed her thighs apart and urged her bottom up onto the desk.  One hand wrapped itself in her hair and gripped the back of her head while the other found her hot honeyed core and worked two fingers into her body with ease.  

 

Sarah bucked her hips and rode his hand, begging for him to stuff her with more than just his fingers.  Capturing his lips again, she spread her legs wider to cradle his hips and he curled his fingers, pressing against the spongy area on her front wall.  He stroked her roughly, without mercy, as he built up her pleasure.

 

Bastard, she thought, as he broke their kiss to watch her reaction.  His eyes gleamed sadistically as her mouth dropped open and she choked back a moan of desire.  He knew exactly what he was doing and he was trying to make her cry out, alerting the people on the other side of her door of her dirty tryst at work.  Oh, what some of them would give to catch the uptight and in-control Dr. Sarah Calvados with her legs spread wide and power skirt shoved up around her ass.

 

More voices joined the group already outside her door and she clenched her channel around his fingers as he pumped faster into her.  Sarah dug her nails into his solid biceps as her eyes widened in desperation.

 

Oh god, oh god, oh god.  

 

She was going to come any moment now.  Was that the chief of surgery's voice?  She didn't remember locking her door after he grabbed her.  Fuck, fuck, fuck.  The thought made her gush around the digits invading her body, filling his palm with her cream.

 

"Please," she whispered, "please finish me."

 

A satisfied smirk spread across his lips and he pulled his hand away from her warm center.  He let her see the glistening juices covering his fingers before he sucked them one by one into his mouth, savoring the taste of her desire.

 

Evil, he was absolutely evil.  Sarah grabbed him through the front of his slacks, giving him a firm squeeze and rub before she reached for the button at his waistband.

 

He gripped both of her wrists and wrenched her hands away as he pulled her onto her feet.  With a rough shove, he spun her around and pushed her face down onto her desk.  One of his hands imprisoned both her wrists in a vice-like grip while the other hand tore at her underwear.  

 

She felt him drag the scrap of lace down her legs and gasped as the cool air of the room hit the bare skin of her ass.  The dark room was silent except for the chatter in the hallway and the hiss of his zipper.  She heard him sigh in relief as he opened the top of his slacks and pulled his cock out of his fly.

 

And then she felt bliss as he spread her slit and pushed his cock into her in one strong stroke. This was what she had been waiting for all day.  Giving her no time to adjust to his size, he pressed his shaft all the way in until his balls rested against her labia. Sarah nearly screamed from the pressure against the mouth of her womb and she teetered on her four-inch "fuck me" heels as she tried to rock back into his thrusts.  Her hands clenched with the need to grasp onto something, anything.  Unable to loosen his grip on her wrists, she had to settle with digging her nails into her palms until they left pink crescent marks in her skin.  

 

She heard his strained huffs as he drove into her and forced himself to swallow his groans of pleasure. His sweat dripped down his nose and splashed onto her exposed backside with each thrust.  Drip, drip, drip.

 

Sarah couldn't believe it.  She was getting her brain fucked out of her as her colleagues stood just on the other side of the unlocked door.  She flushed at the thought that they could walk in at any minute.  They would see her bent over her desk with ass up in the air as she took all eight inches of his throbbing cock like a pro.

 

In a gruff voice, he panted in her ear, "I wonder what your husband would think if he could see you this way? What would your boss think?  Who would suspect that such a smart accomplished woman liked being used like this, hmmm?  To let an intruder take her from behind, sticking her pussy up in the air and bouncing on his cock."

 

"Oh fuck," she panted, "Fuck me harder."

 

He didn't need to be told twice.  With his free hand, he grasped her hip, shifting her into the best position for his pleasure and pinning her in place. Pulling back until just the tip of his shaft remained inside her, he surged back inside.  

 

A choked yelp escaped from her lips and he released her hands to cover her mouth once again.  With a firm grip around her mouth, he pulled her back into his thrusts as he rammed his girth into her slick core again and again.

 

Oh, the sensation was delicious.  Sarah could feel every vein and bulge of his thick shaft rub against her walls as he withdrew and plunged into her.  Her now freed hand reached down and flicked her clit as his hips slapped against her ass.  

 

A dozen furious strokes was all it took for her to climax, her mind going blank as her muscles squeezed and clenched around his throbbing cock like a warm wet fist.  He continued to pound into her channel as she contracted hard around him and her entire body shook with the force of her orgasm.  She heard him hiss as he thrust one final time, spearing her to the hilt and blasting her inner walls with jets of his hot seed.  

 

The voices on the other side of the door faded away as the group finally continued their journey down the hall.

 

"Wow, that was amazing," gasped Sarah as she pushed herself up from her desk. 

 

Her hands fluttered over her hair and clothes as she tried to fix her messy appearance.  

 

"Mmmhmm," he hummed in agreement as he tucked his softening cock back in and pulled up his zip.  It would take a couple more minutes before his brain could process any more complex vocabulary or conversation.

 

"So what does my boss -- and husband -- think of me now?" she asked as she helped him straighten his tie.

 

"He thinks you're a woman of many talents and that he's a lucky son of a bitch to have you working under him," said Brian with a grin.  She chuckled in response and pulled him down for a tender kiss.

 

Reaching behind her, Sarah grappled around her desk for the switch to her desk lamp. Warm soft light filled the room with a click.  Her office was a disaster area.  Papers were scattered all over the floor and her mug of pens had tipped over, spilling writing utensils all over her desk.  Ugh, it seemed not only pens were spilled all over her desk.  Their combined juices had leaked onto the desk blotter and her hand landed in a wet spot as she reached down to support herself while she slipped her legs through her underwear.  

 

Sarah quickly hopped around to the back of her desk and pulled out a couple tissues from the top drawer.  She reached between her thighs just in time to catch the sticky fluid that leaked down her thighs.  While she busied herself wiping at the mess between her legs and on the desk, he picked up the scattered reports from the floor and rearranged them in a neat stack at the corner of her desk.

 

"What are you doing at the hospital today Brian?" asked Sarah as she tucked in her blouse and smoothed down her skirt.  She was sure her husband had the day off.

 

"Oh, I just came to pick up my wife from work and to take her out to dinner."

 

"Where are we going?  I didn't know we had reservations tonight."

 

"We've got a table at Paisano's at 8 o'clock," answered Brian as he swung an arm over her shoulders.  He nuzzled into her neck and nipped at her shoulders already undoing all her hard work at making herself presentable again.

 

"How on earth --" Sarah spun around in surprise.  Paisano's was one of the most expensive and trendiest Italian restaurants in the city.  There was no way anybody could get in without a reservation six months in advance.  That was unless they were the President or an A-list celebrity.

 

"Do you remember my 15 year old patient from last week?" he asked.  She nodded and waited for him to continue.  "Well, it seems her mother is the hostess at Paisano's and she wanted to do something for me as a thank you."

 

She melted in his arms and closed her eyes, breathing in his musky scent combined with the scent of their recent mating.  How did she ever end up with such a sweet man as her husband.  Surprise sex and a fancy meal all in one day.  Sarah felt like the luckiest woman in the world.  Suddenly she pulled back and her eyes snapped open.

 

"We can't show up at Paisano's looking like we've just had sex!  Crap, silk stains!" exclaimed Sarah as she swiped at the imaginary stain at the back of her skirt.

 

Brian chuckled at her and tucked a lock of loose hair behind her ear.

 

"Relax Sarah, you look amazing and thoroughly loved if I do say so myself."

 

He picked up her forgotten phone from the floor and opened the door.

 

He ushered her out with a hand at the short of her back and said, "Now come on, we're going to be late and short of becoming the President's mistress I'll never get another reservation at Paisano's again."
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